






The mofi lamentable Tftgefy 

And Gay thy Lady, that in thy lifelyes, 

Bv doing damned hate upon thy felfc ? 

Why rail’ft thou on thy birth, the hcaven>and eartn, 
Since birch, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft lole ? 
Fie, fie, thou fham'ft thy (hapc,thy love, thy wit. 
Which like anUfurer'.aboundft mall, 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed, . . 

Which ihouldbedecke thy (bape,thy love, thy wit« 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme ofwaxe, 

Digrefling from the valour of a man : 

Thy deare love fworne, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou haft vow d to checdb : 

Thy wit, that ornament to (hape and love, 
Mifle-fliapeninthe conduaofthemboth. 

Like powder in a skill-lefle fouldicrs flaske. 

Is fa on fire by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine ownedetence. 

W hat ? rowfe thee 'man , thy j s aliv *? 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou hape !X* . 
The Law that threatned death becomes thy Siend, 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packeofbleflings light uponthybackev 
Happineffe courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a misbehav'd and Cullen wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love. 

Take l eed, take heed, for fuch dye rmferable. 

Goe eet thee to thy love, as was decree d, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But lookethouftay not till the watch be let, 

For then thou canft not paffeto Mantua 
W here thou (halt live till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage .reconcile your friends. 
Bee pardon of the Prince ,and call thee backe. 
With twenty hundred thoufend times more joy 



Romeo and Julier^ . 

Than thou wentft forth in hibernation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften-all the houfetobed, 

Which hcavieforrow makes them apt unto, 

Romeo is comming. ; 

Nur. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all the night. 

To heare good counfell ; oh what Learning is ! 

MyLord,Ile tell my Lady you will come. 

'Rom. Doefo, and bid my Tweet prepare to chide. 

JVur. Here fir, a ring fhe bids me give you fir. 

Hie you, make hafte , for it growes very late. 

Rom. How weilmy comfort is reviv’dby this. 

Fri. Goe hence, good night, and here (lands all your ftate. 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day dilguis’d from hence : 

Sojourne in Mantua , He finde out your man. 

And he (hall fignifie from time to time 
Every good hop to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand/tis late, farewell , good night, 

Ryu. But that a joy pad joy calls out on me, . - 
It were a griefe fo briefe to part with thee., 

’Farewell, 

Exeunt. 

Enter old Capulet, his wife, and Paris. 

C a P* Things have falne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we have had no time to move our daughter : 

Looke you, ( he lov'd her Kinfman Tibalt dearely , . 

And fo did I : well , we were borne to dye . 

Tis very late, fheeTl not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
I would have beene a bed an houre agoe. * 

Tar is. Thefe times of woe afford no times to wooe v : 
Madam good night, commend me to your daughter. 

Ea. l will, and know her mind early to morrow, 

Tonight fhe is mewed up to her heavinefle. 

Cap. Sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender - 
Ofmy childes love ; I thinke fhe will be rul’d , 


